194                To Miss Mary Berry               [1789

I now dread is Mad. Armstrong's loitering into October.
Tell me your pleasure on this. Lady Anne Conolly, who
visits Mrs. Armstrong, says the house is perfectly neat and
convenient. Let the Duke of Northumberland's steward rust
with his avarice!

I know nothing, nothing at all. Indeed, I am too much
engrossed by a sad misfortune too likely to fall on my family
and me! Dear Lady Dysart is in the utmost danger. Her
case is pronounced to be water on her breast, and every day
may be her last! She suffers considerably, but with her
unalterable patience 1 But I will not afflict your tender
hearts with dwelling on so melancholy a subject.

Lady Juliana Penn is still lying on a couch. What she
thought a bruise on her leg has by neglect proved a wound.
Her sister, Lady Harriet, was here the other morning with
her daughters, and I showed them the whole house myself,
as they are excellent people, and the daughters have taste.
The youngest especially struck me by her knowledge of
good pictures, which she immediately showed she under-
stood. This of my house being shown is a dangerous
subject for me to tap, such a grievance is it become; I have
actually tickets given out till the middle of the week after
next. I write two or three every day, or as many excuses.
Pray come, and make my evenings at least pleasant.

Summer is arrived at last, though as much after the due
time as if it was one of the ton. It is more bounteous,
however, and will bless the poor by lowering bread. The
whole face of the country is spread with luxurious harvests
and gilt by shining suns.

The Johnstones are gone to Park Place, where Lady
Dysart's situation prevented my meeting them. Mr. and
Mrs. Anderson are cooing tete a tete at Hampton, as if they
were Venus's own turtles left at home in her stable. They
told me that on Tuesday night the Duchess of Argyle walked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